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Summary: Jaune Arc fought in the darkness Cinder brought on, and then 
- somehow - found himself back before it ever even occurred, sword 
and shield broken and gone and armor burned black. Now, he has to 
decide what to do, and figure out the how of doing it. As well as 
what to do about his past self, and his friends... 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Twisted~ So, I had an idea. Figured I'd run with it, post a 
chapter, and see what people thought. If no one can tellaCl I 
absolutely love Jaune as a character, more for the potential there 
and his nature than anything else. And so, as a result, I must tear 
him to shreds in every story I can. ** 

**If anyone has any other story ideas of my type, being darker ones 
of any variety, I'd love to hear them and may even do it. If anyone 
has recommended a story to me I expressed interest in, remind me. I 
have bad memory. ** 

**And now, to begin~** 

Jaune sighed, not in sadness or even fatigue, and yanked his sword 
out of the dying Atlesian soldier's chest, letting the man fall 
listlessly and silently to the side, metal helmet thudding against 
the ground lightly. He was neither tired yet, as his mission had only 
just begun, nor was he overly sad. Well, beyond the norm at the 
least . 

No, he wasaC 1 bored. 

Fighting had, once, invigorated him, the pursuit of justice and 
protecting the innocent driving him in each fight, each swinging of 
his sword and clanging of his shield. But now he just wanted it all 
to end, the endless, nonsensical warfare between men. Cinder's little 
plot had never been intended to continue beyond that, to secure 
anything _real_. No, it was meant to sow fear and division, by 



crippling a Kingdom's most prestigious institution and blaming it on 
another one. A careful ruse, tricking the other Kingdoms into acting 
in what they would think was a defense on Vale: and attacking Atlas, 
the perceived aggressor. 

Three days after Vale went offline and seemed to fall of the face of 
Remnant, both Vacuo and Mistral declared war on Atlas, in what they 
_thought_ to be the best way to get them away from Vale. To save it 
from the stronger enemy that had supposedly taken them by surprise in 
a violent, unprovoked attack that violated a dozen treaties, not the 
least of which being the Communication in Opposition of the Grimm 
Treaty that stated that, under no circumstances , is a CCT tower 
allowed to be attacked, or used as a defensive point. This is to 
prevent Grimm incursions, which take precedence via the same treaty 
against the two fighting parties. In reprisal for the alleged 
attacks, all three of the Atlesian expeditionary fleets had been 
destroyed by Vacuo and Mistral, one at each Kingdom and another in 
between, the remnants of the Valean fleet. 

By the time Vale had managed to restore communicat ion, the other 
three Kingdoms had been fighting for two weeks and all refused to 
stop. The other two refused for pride, refusing to accept any peace 
that would hurt their Kingdoms at all. And Atlas refused peace 
without concessions and reparations in excess of their losses, a 
large enough sum already on its own. 

And then all three had demanded Vale either denounce the two who 
attacked Atlas, and almost certainly be declared upon itself if only 
for pride again, or declare against Atlas. And without Ozpin to argue 
for peace and seek a better solution, and without Beacon as a viable 
neutral ground. Vale made what seemed an obvious choice and declared 
war on Atlas. Fighting one Kingdom was better than fighting two, 
after all. 

And again without Ozpin to defend against the insanity. Vale had 
levied one force that was never, ever meant to fight other Kingdoms: 
The Hunstmen and Huntresses of Vale. Many received orders, not a call 
or summons or request, to move to combat Atlesian forces. Anyone who 
resisted was imprisoned on charges of treason, or even terrorism if 
they were Faunus . Many officials even sold the idea that it was 
simply to defend against Grimm that may be attracted to the 
fighting . 

And that brought Jaune to the forefront of the fighting, as much as 
he tried to pull his attacks and avoid people as much as he could 
buta€ 1 . Well, when you were being attacked by people who wanted your 
head, you either took theirs or they took yours. And since he rather 
needed his at the moment, he'd taken their instead whenever he was 
forced . 

And then, over the three years since, he'd been forced to do it so 
many times, to so many faces that were just as young as his. And 
then, one morning, he'd happened to look into a mirror... His face 
wasn't young anymore, nor was it innocent. What had once been warm 
sapphires set into his skull had dulled to a stormy blue, like the 
reflection of a departing storm cloud on a lake. And what had been an 
innocent, stubble covered and slightly pudgy with baby fat, face had 
turned lean and hard. 


His blonde hair could reach halfway down his back if he let it, but 



he'd learned after his third fight not to do that. The lesson came 
easily when he saw a young Huntress-in-training grabbed by an enemy 
veteran, using the long green locks as a handhold to keep her there 
while he ran her through over and over until the Valean had died. 

He'd killed the veteran uncaringly, anger surging into him and urging 
him to action like never before and blade singing as though happy to 
wreak the bloody vengeance on the man whose face Jaune had forgotten. 
Now, he braided it into a dozen thick locks that he tucked under his 
large chest-piece. 

His armor had changed too, both in color and style, with his more 
strenuous and dangerous fighting life. A heavy, grey painted, curaise 
made of reinforced steel alloys the name of which he'd 
long-forgotten, with four thick bands of equally grey metal across 
his stomach, letting him move and flex without sacrificing the 
protection he needed so badly. Heavy grey plated boots protected his 
feet and legs, all the way up to his knees, with an equally thick 
plate on his thighs, 'wings' going out and back to direct fire and 
bullet away from him as he moved, with padded black cloth and leather 
underneath. Heavy pauldrons, the left having a small protrusion 
sticking up to grant extra protection on that side, coupled with 
plates on his upper arms matching the ones on his thighs for the same 
purpose, and plated gloves and vambraces in the same style and type 
as his boots protecting his forearms. He kept his head bare, paying 
in risk to have the added awareness he needed in combat 
willingly . 

"Jaune, we have a break in the enemy's line." Ren said calmly, 
stepping up beside him and pointing ahead of them and the battle line 
in general along the Atlesian forest's edge. He and Nora had changed 
little, aside from Ren growing slightly tailing and Nora growing 
moderately bustier, and aside from heavier boots and padded gloves, 
they'd changed their outfits little, "Our target should be ahead, 
once we break through these trees and regroup with our men we can 
shatter the rest of their defenses." 

Nora was, as usual, quiet when they turned and started walking back 
toward the fighting, gunfire and explosions shattering trees, men and 
dirt alike. She'd lost her bright demeanor after the first year, 
growing quieter and quieter with each month until she barely spoke at 
all anymore. "Agreed. Ren, scout ahead, make sure there aren't any 
troopers too thick for Nora and I to smash through." The man nodded, 
sprinting off and Jaune turned to Nora, "You ready?" 

She looked at him, smiling thinly in the frosty air, under that grey 
sky, "Ready as always, Jaune. Let's just-" Jaune flinched, shield 
instinctively covering her head a moment too late to deflect the 
black arrow that shattered a moment later, fired from behind and 
protruding from the unwary, and thus undefended, woman's forehead. 
Officially, the Hunstmen on the front line were to fight the Grimm 
that would always be attracted to the fighting. And he had, indeed, 
fought thousands of Grimm on the hundreds of fields he'd seen, the 
places that the Kingdoms allowed to be used for combat in this way. 
But never before had he seen so many, so organized and quiet. 

He allowed Nora to fall to the side, Magnhild smacking into the dirt 
dully, and stepped forward to face the new threat. An entire horde of 
Grimm, likely numbering in the millions, standing silently before him 
with that _woman_ who had murdered Pyrrha right at the head, holding 
the bow in one hand and smiling at him almost sadly. Another stood 



beside her, face pale and violet robes billowing around her elegantly 
as well as almost int imidat ingly , emanating an air of power. 

But when Jaune roared in fury and charged them, he didn't spare her a 
glance and headed straight towards the woman, barely even noting her 
odd expression, less concerned and more _curious_ about the foolish 
boy charging her horde. He took three steps, shield braced at his 
side warily to protect his side from any oncoming attacks and sword 
held towards the ground behind him, angled so he could cut up and 
across her body from waist to shoulder. Instead, his blade bit into 
one of a dozen Beowolves charging him, the woman sidesteping to let 
it lunge in front of her like a shield, and he stepped to the side to 
avoid the body thet fell to the side with a dying whine. The next 
fell to a flurry of rounds from Stormflower, Ren having heard the 
young man's roar of anger or seen Nora's signs drop on his Scroll - 
Jaune didn't know or care which, at the moment, the man's guns were 
needed in any event - and returned, covering Jaune ' s advance as 
easily as though it had been planned. 

Within a minute, he was fighting the woman herself, sword singing the 
hymn of battle and the shrill shriek of steel on glass and stone as 
the woman parried and blocked. She swung at his head and he smashed 
into her blade's hilt with his shield, lunging in counter for her 
head with his blade. The woman evaded easily enough, flipping away 
and smiling at him, "I feel like I know you from somewhere, little 
knight. But where could I know you from?" 

Jaune noted that the Grimm, and the strange woman, were merely 
watching at this point and smiled happily. "You killed my partner, 
destroyed my Kingdom, and then you just killed my friend, witch." He 
looked at the woman with her, smile fading as he took her in. "... 

And I don't even know what the fuck you are, or who you are." 

"My name is Salem, young _knight_. As for anything more than thata€ 1 
I sense your anger is only truly with Cinder, so if you can manage 
slay her I will tell you who I am." He smiled at the woman, rolling 
his neck, and opened his mouth to speak. "Or you can show your 
hypocrisy and naivete, and save your friend., while we slaughter the 
soldiers you are supposed to defend even above your own lives He's 
not faring well against my children, you know." 

"I can kill this bitch before he falls, and he'd rather she die after 
what she's done than me save him. Probably shoot me if I didn't try." 
Jaune dismissed, twirling his ancestral blade in reflex and glaring 
at Cinder, "Besides, I doubt you're being truthful in any event." He 
noted that she'd called the Grimm her children, deciding to kill 
Cinder and move on her next . 

Cinder didn't say anything, instead flicking her wrist and sending a 
gout of liquid flame at him, which he easily dodged, rolling to the 
side and coming up in a charge to close as many of the last five feet 
as he could, his only real option against someone who primarily 
seemed to use range to combat her opponents. Cinder waved her hand 
across the air in front of her, spikes of ice and shards of glass 
shooting into the air and launching at him. He dodged the worst of 
them, rolling under the attack and blocking what he could with his 
shield. Several impacted harmless along his arm and chest, of course, 
but he paid it no mind. 


When the gout of fire slammed into his chest, liquid flame lashing 



into his chest and flaring around him violently enough to wind him, 
and burning hot enough to blacken the steel he wore and burn at his 
Aura damningly. He didn't dodge out of it though, instead using the 
blindness he knew the woman would have - for obvious reasons - to any 
attacks coming _from _ the fire, and charged through it. 

Cinder was shocked when he leapt from the flame at her, fire still 
flowing around his stomach and waist, and chopped down with his 
sword. Only one weakness existed with using Maiden powers, and not 
one Jaune was even aware of. It weakened the user's Aura right at the 
point of use, which in this case coincided with Jaune ' s attack at 
Cinder's right elbow. She shrieked when the steel bit into flesh and 
through bone, the useless appendage falling as she fell back and 
flailed. He didn't waste any time following her, slamming his shield 
into her stomach hard enough to toss her a few feet away. 

"Not possible!" The downed woman shrieked, using her only remaining 
arm to fire a weak blast at the knight, which he easily sidestepped 
with a sigh of contempt, glaring at the woman. 

"You are so cocky." Jaune said dismissively , slamming a heavy boot 
into her stomach and winding her even through her Aura. Another kick 
saw her Aura shatter with a dull red flare, the shock from losing her 
arm and so much blood already eating at her without doubt. He knelt, 
shoving her back with the weight of his body pressing on her wounded 
shoulder, and smiled at her, "I hate cocky people, you know?" 

"Go to hell, you-" He rammed his sword to the hilt in her stomach and 
she shrieked more loudly and shrilly than before, grasping his hand 
weakly in an effort to keep the blade still when he wrenched 
it . 

"Meet you there, once you bleed out, witch." He wrenched the blade 
from her body with a wet shlick sound, standing up and flicking blood 
off the blade while he watched her gasp for several seconds, glaring 
at him in anger and indignation before passing out after several 
seconds. Then he turned to look at the strange woman, "Now I guess 
it's your turn?" 

She smiled almost coyly at him, folding hands in front of her waist 
and tilting her head at him almost flirtily, "You do realize how weak 
your Aura is, I hope? You can't be so dim as to not realize how frail 
you are right now, even if your little gambit played to your hand so 
well against my servant." 

"Oh, I realize. I doubt I am getting anywhere after today, in all 
honesty. I know you have a fuck ton of Grimm around us though, and 
I'm sure they're swarming the field already. So I have no evac, or 
reinforcements, Ren is either dead or about to bea€ 1 And since Cinder 
started all this, and you called her your servant, you are to blame." 
He shrugged, ignoring the burns that screeched at him whenever he 
moved any part of his body, "Go big, go home, or go to the morgue. I 
don't have many options, now do I, you pale witch?" 

"Indeed, you are right on every point. Very astute of you. Very well, 
come now and face Salem, the Queen of the Grimm." Jaune didn't dwell 
on her title, self-proclaimed ones were rarely of true import, and 
charged. She didn't move until the last second, her robes flicking 
around her feet, and Jaune raised his shield on instinct alone. 
Multiple chitinous tails stabbed against his shield, hard points 



aimed straight for his body. A half dozen more either missed being 
blocked wholly or moved around his shield, piercing him easily at his 
joints and Salem sighed almost sadly, "A shame, really. Ah well, you 
served to amuse me for a few moments at least, and got rid of Cinder 
scheming behind my back. It will be nice not to have to worry about 
that woman's petty thoughts of betrayal all the time." 

He passed out in the air when the barbs threw him over her, aware 
only of Crocea Mors' loud humming filling his mind until it blocked 
out all other things. 

When, to his surprise, his eyes opened he found himself on that same 
field, alone and uninjured on a clean field, no signs of war anywhere 
at all. What he noticed first when he staggered upright, aside from 
his soreness, was that his armor had changed colors and turned black 
entirely. What he noticed second was Crocea Mors, little more than a 
hilt to his sword and handhold to his shield. 

"Hey, you okay?" He turned to look at the inquisitive voice and felt 
his heart leap into his chest when he saw Coco and Yatsuhashi, 
armored and armed for combat, walking towards him, "Looked like you 
were dead, lying there like that. You good?" His surprise was 
directed not at Coco though, it wa directed at her large 
teammate . 

Because Yatsuhashi had been revealed as a leader of the 'Fang a year 
into the war, taking CFVY with him and vanishing with the remnants of 
the terrorist group into the wilderness. 


2 . Chapter 2 

**Twisted~ Hello, all of you guys, it's good to be writing at some 
speed again. I missed it, genuinely I did. Sadly I am a touch out of 
practice, and this is a thing only time can mend, truly. ** 

**Now a person, who sadly was a Guest so I couldn't speak to him as 
I'd like, pointed out I didn't make Cinder act high and mighty, or 
prideful as I believe he phrased it himself. I actually modeled a lot 
of the scene after her fight with Pyr, atop Beacon Tower. She was 
only cocky there AFTER winning the fight, aside from the occasional 
smirk or grin which I expressed here. Here, she lost it entirely, and 
is therefore not given the chance to show that. ** 

**Finally, the note on Yatsu. No, it isn't canon. None of this ruddy 
story's FUTURE EVENTS are canon. It's a Eanfiction. I have a plan for 
it, just bear with me. Gonna be part of the theme of the story itself 

going forward. I * *_* *would* *_ **tell you but it'd ruin so much. 

* * 

**Now, on the dialogue, you didn't detail WHAT was stinted or 
stilted. Jaune was meant to seem that way, for a myriad of unrevealed 
reasons and the fact that he was out of breath a bit. Because 
fighting tends to do that to you. ** 

**Now, on for the story. Please leave a Review with comments, 
preferably with a profile so I can answer you. 

-k k 


^^xxxxx-xxxxx^^ 



Were he not unarmed, not to mention both injured and exhausted, Jaune 
would have struck at them then and there. But he knew he couldn't 
win, and something felta€ 1 Different about the air around them. Too 
much was quiet and peaceful, without enough of the weight he had felt 
in the air around him. And even though Yatsuhashi and his team _knew_ 
there was a Kill or Capture order, they seemed friendly towards him, 
concerned even. And they looked a touch younger than they had before, 
when last they'd seen each other. 

Yatsuhashi still wore the armor that covered his tattoo, the ones 
Jaune and others had first used to identify him as Banesaw, a White 
Fang Lieutenant working directly under its leadership in Vale. 
Evidence showed that he had even been at the Breach itself, 
responsible for it. But right now, Jaune stood in confusion. 
Yatsuhashi, or Banesaw, hadn't kept his old outfit when he took his 
team and fled. He'd left it, some said out of shame others said it 
was merely to help him hide more easily in the scattered White Fang, 
in CFVY ' s dorm room, wrapped carefully and sitting on his bed. Coco 
stood confidently on her right leg, in direct spite of the injury he 
_knew_ she'd suffered that had left her with a small limp, and smiled 
cockily at him behind the sunglasses she always, always wore because 
of her sensitive eyes. And Fox stood behind them both, arms crossed 
defensively, but calm enough to not be ready to strike Jaune down in 
a moment's notice, at the slightest twitch Jaune might make towards 
his friends. 

Everything was different, wrong, compared to his life. It took Jaune 
a full minute to decide on his course of action, to take each piece 
of evidence and slot it together until he could make an informed 
decision of what to do. And what he decided to _do _ in that instant, 
his full plan of reactionaCl 

Was nothing, as of yet. 

"I am not dead, ma'am. Merely tired and wary, forgive me for worrying 
you." Jaune straightened, forcing anxious muscles and ingrained 
defensiveness to sit on the sidelines for a moment, until he could 
decide what to do. "I fought a few Alpha Beowolves and their packs a 
few miles in that direction. Threw a grenade when I was forced to, 
thought it'd kill me. Burned me pretty bad, but I limped out here and 
rested. I'm fine." 

"Did you not have a team, or were theyaC 1 " Jaune turned a hard eye on 
Yatsuhashi, his voice angering the knight in a detached, automatic 
way, that the large man misinterpreted. "I see. I apologize for your 
loss, and my mentioning it." 

Fox tensed and relaxed in the same moment, mouth opening in slight 
surprise and eyes widening slightly, though he didn't speak. He 
allowed Coco to do that instead, the woman almost whispering her 
statement, "Shit, sir, you sure you're okay? That doesn't sound 
exactly funa€ 1 What Kingdom are you from? You still have your Hunter 
identifications? I can use my Scroll to log their-" 

"No, my Scroll was lost in combat, and Ia€l couldn't recover theirs. 
Too many Grimm between me and them, and they wereaC 1 eating." Jaune 
shivered, to sell the lie borne of Yatsuhashi 's ignorance that little 
much more, "I fled." 



"No one can possibly blame you, even veterans sometimes flee in the 
face of absolute despair." Yatsuhashi bowed his head in respect, 
though Jaune felt the sting of insult and anger - the man had helped 

Cinder murder Pyrrha, and start a war that killed so many besides - 

at the man even speaking to him. "If my partner wills it, you may 
travel with us. I see your broken weapons, we will defend you until 
we return home . " 

Jaune almost, _almost_, said no outright and immediately, mouth 
opening to voice the angry words. He only just refrained, another 

million thoughts on what to do about this racing through his mind 

along with the ones trying to come up with answers to where he had 
ended up, and further how he'd done it at all. Instead, he nodded a 

few times and feigned thinking before he smiled at them politely, "I 

would appreciate that, quite a bit actually. My name isa€l 
Felix . " 

"Well, hello, I guessaCl" Coco muttered, eyes crinkling in suspicion 
for half as second before she shrugged, "We have to go across these 
plains to get picked up, I'm afraid. Feel free to follow along, you 

can hitch a ride back to Beacon with us." 

Jaune simply nodded, and when they marched past him to follow the 
edge of the forest around the plains - likely a precaution against 
flying Grimm, not that Jaune was overly concerned about the greater 
count of them with Coco present and wearing her incredibly effective 
and expensive ammo belt full of the now-prototype advanced explosive 
and armor piercing ammunition - that he knew could shred anything 
short of High Drakes or a Wyvern itself barreling down on them. And 
if _they_ showed up, it wasn't likely he or they would survive even 
if it died. Others would follow, from everywhere around them, to the 
point that they may as well call in as many bombing runs as they 
could on their own heads. 

But she wouldn't mention it to him so they could cut across the short 
way, he knew. She liked to keep her secrets as much as anyone, and 
judging from the way Fox' head stayed angled so an ear pointed at 
him, and the way that Yatsuhashi kept a rather firm grip on his sword 
and stayed beside Coco, they didn't quite trust him. No matter, he 
didn't trust them either, after everything that had happened. His old 
self would have tried to make conversation, laughing loudly and 
joking while they walked. And it likely would have worked, at least 
in the sense of relaxing them towards him so they wouldn't be on 
guard . 

Instead, he simply asked a question that might help confirm a few of 
his more farfetched theories, "There's only three of you, myself 
making four. Where is your fourth member, if I may ask?" 

"Honey Buns was sick when we had to head out, so we left her at 
Beacon to get better." Coco explained simply, not even turning to 
look at him while they walked and she watched the skies for anything 
threatening, owing to her carrying the only ranged weapon of the 
group, "She's okay, don't worry. She isn'taCl Well, you know." 

Oh, she thought he was worried they'd lost a member too. Incorrect 
entirely, he couldn't care less if they all died for the most part, 
but he'd play the game to get into their trust if it was presented. 
"Yeah, that's good to hear. I was just worried you guys might be in a 
spot of bother as well, and figured that I could. . . Maybe offer a 



listening ear, or something." 

Coco sighed in frustration or exhaustion, Jaune didn't know her well 
enough to guess which based only on looking at her back, and grimaced 
when she turned to actually look at him, "Even if she was dead, you 
lost _three_ of yours, Felix. We would be the ones who should be 
helping you there, nice as it is that you offered." 

"It is teling of your nature, however, that you immediately thought 
of others rather than yourself. Most would not do so." Yatsuhashi 
added simply, Jaune forcing the diplomatic smile onto his face and 
thinking to himself, trying to decide what Yatsuhashi _was _as a 
person . 

But after a second, he defaulted back to Banesaw, instead of 
Yatsuhashi, "Yes, well, some of us tend to think about others before 
ourselves. In a world gone as mad as _this_ we either work together 
or die." He gave the large man a look when he turned to look at 
Jaune, a questioning look on his face, "Isn't that right?" 

"Ia€l believe so, yes." He said quietly, almost looking confused to 
an extreme that amused Jaune. He opened his mouth to say something, 
but the loud blast of Coco's gun drowned him out, bullets lashing out 
and slamming into several Ursa rushing across the field at them. 

Jaune swore audibly, uncaring about the others hearing him, and 
watched Fox and Yatsuhashi move out onto the field to intercept the 
incoming group while he stood by Coco. The Grimm were drawn to 
negativity, and Jaune had been angry and fuming internally for the 
last hour almost. He should have known a large enough group would be 
out here, and would sense him. 

Fox and Yatsuhashi were, of course, almost Hunters in their own 
right, as was Coco, and as a result the dozen of Grimm easily dropped 
to four before Fox and Yatsuhashi even neared them. Fox ran in first, 
slamming a dozen rapid-fire punches into one of the great bears and 
leaping over its limp body as it fell, using the blades to cut 
another's throat when he landed. Yatsuhashi, an opposing force to 
Fox' elegance and speed, instead slammed his own weapon into a 
charging Ursa's chest and threw it onto its back. The second was 
bisected easily, from shoulder to hip, and the two turned to walk 
back towards the other two standing by the trees. 

"See, told you we could keep the Grimm away." Coco said cockily, 
smiling at him and resting the minigun on her hip comfortably. Jaune 
wanted to point out that she hadn't said that at all, and that he 
could take care of them as easily as they had, but bit his tongue 
when he heard the piercing shriek. "Well fuck me until I can't 
walkaC 1 " 

His eyes widened and he spun, glaring up at the creature circling 
high overhead. A Giant Nevermore, something even Coco would likely 
have trouble wounding. And the problem was in triplicate, two more 
swinging in beside it menacingly and echoing its shriek. He heard her 
minigun whirring to life and saw the bullets shriek towards the 
massive birds, orange rounds flashing against the leftmost one in 
small explosions that could rip even the best Atlesian armors 
apart . 


The bullets detonations only wounded the massive bird though, the 
creature shrieking in pain and smoking where bullets had burrowed 



into its hide and smoldered, and Coco's minigun whirred and clicked 
an empty chamber hungrily at her. The woman swore, Yatsuhashi moved 
to shield her kneeling form while she reloaded, and Fox grabbed 
Jaune ' sarm to yank him into cover behind trees that wouldn't shield 
any of them even slightly from the feathers that streaked towards 
them even now, whistling through the air. 

Jaune yanked his arm free, giving Coco a wide smile, "I might take 
you up on that offer when I wake up, you have absolutely incredibly 
legs." She looked up, beret sliding almost off her head in her 
surprised speed and gun open wide to be reloaded, eyes crinkling and 
shaking her head in confusion. "Just have Yatsuhashi carry me, he can 
take it . " 

He couldn't tell how far away the Nevermores were, much less their 
moving feathers, so he couldn;t be precise in any extent. Though, 
calling his Semblance _precise _in any sense was a lie already told. 
Because his Semblance wasaC 1 special, even among Hunters in ancient 
history. He could direct gravity itself, in a sphere, and intensify 
or lighten it as he wished. So he did both, first lightening 
gravity's hold on the massive bird's with an upturned palm, making 
them float up uselessly with flailing wings and shrieks of confusion. 
That was easy, inverting it that way. 

The harder, more energy draining, method was what he did next by 
turning his hand over and driving it downward. Suddenly the gravity 
increased from half the normal level to a hundred times that. The 
birds flew to the dirt and trees, crushed all together with stone and 
wood in a matter of seconds. Panting and exhausted, he sank to his 
knees and lets his arms drop loosely at his side. 

Yatsuhashi inhaled sharply. Coco swore and Fox stood there in utter 
confusion, the blind man unable to see the ten mile circle of 
devastation in the forest ahead of them. And Jaune passed out, 
smirking . 

There _was _a negative side effect, after all. He was always utterly 
exhausted after using it like that. 

* *xxxxx-xxxxxx* * 

**Twisted~ So, how was that? Was okay? Drop a review and lemme know. 
Maybe suggest something. ** 


End 
f lie . 



